
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The J Family – Book 3: When the Dead Listen


✍️ Preface

Survival is not only about strength.

It is about the decisions made in fear.

It is about leadership when hope begins to fracture.

It is about the unbearable weight of knowing that every plan carries a cost.

In this third installment of The J Family, the community faces a threat unlike any before — not just a wandering group of the dead, but a moving force of destruction capable of erasing everything they have built.

Walls will be tested.

Loyalties will be questioned.

And silence can be just as dangerous as sound.

As Julia steps further into leadership, she must choose between caution and courage — between protecting her people and risking everything for a chance at survival.

Because sometimes, the only way to live...

is to make the dead follow you.
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Chapter 1 – Family First: The Gathering
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The countryside house was silent except for the crackling fireplace and the distant wind brushing through the dry fields.

No electricity.

No news.

No world.

Only them.

They sat around a wooden table lit by candles. Sandwiches made from canned tuna and stale bread lay on old plates. A bottle of whiskey passed slowly between them. Something else burned lazily in an ashtray.

Frank leaned back in his chair — older, harder after nine years inside, but still sharp.

Jorge was laughing too loudly at nothing.

John chewed slowly, watching everyone.

Josh didn’t laugh.

He observed.

Jorge took a drag and exhaled dramatically.

“Man... the world ends during the World Cup. That’s some poetic bullshit right there.”

He laughed again.

“Zombies in the stands. I swear I saw a guy biting someone while still holding a beer.”

John shook his head slightly.

“This isn’t funny.”

Jorge grinned.

“Everything’s funny, John. Otherwise you go crazy.”

Frank finally spoke.

“You’re already halfway there.”

They all smirked.

Josh leaned forward.

“We need a plan.”

Always direct. Always cold.

John wiped his hands.

“The house is isolated. That’s good. We have land. We have water from the well. We can fortify it.”

Jorge tapped his palm lightly against the table.

“Or we move. Staying still gets you killed.”

Josh’s eyes shifted toward him.

“Running blindly gets you killed faster.”

Jorge smirked.

“You always think you’re the smartest in the room.”

Josh didn’t blink.

“I usually am.”

Silence.

Frank took the bottle, drank, then pointed it toward the table.

“You boys are thinking small.”

All three looked at him.

“This isn’t about surviving a week. It’s about control.”

John frowned.

“Control of what?”

“Territory,” Frank answered calmly. “Resources. People.”

Josh’s eyes sharpened. That word meant something to him.

Jorge leaned forward, interested now.

“You’re saying we build something?”

Frank nodded slowly.

“The biker club. If some of them survived, they’ll be looking for structure. Leadership.”

Jorge grinned.

“Now we’re talking.”

John looked uncertain.

“And Juliette?”

The name changed the air in the room.

Josh’s jaw tightened.

“She’s alive.”

It wasn’t hope.

It was certainty.

Frank studied him.

“You don’t know that.”

Josh looked at him coldly.

“I know my sister.”

Silence again.

Jorge broke it.

“So what’s the play, mastermind?”

Josh stood up and walked to the window, staring out into the dark fields.

“We fortify. Quietly. No fires at night. No noise. We scout the area in two days.”

He turned slightly.

“If the club survived, they’ll look for us. If Juliette’s alive... she’ll find a way.”

John crossed his arms.

“And if neither happens?”

Josh’s voice lowered.
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